THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

"When the hounds of spring are on winter's traces"

and

"With lisp of leaves and ripple of rain/5

and I was wondering whether I should have the hardi-
hood to go into the "Green Man" and peer sideways at
the little old man who in his flamboyant youth had
written those lines. It wasn't necessary. For in the
middle of Putney Hill I met him, coming back from his
modest morning potation.

He was almost a dwarf, almost a gnome, very short,
with a huge bald forehead, a shapeless black hat perched
thereon, a smooth face, an attenuated grey-red beard,
long neck, champagne-bottle shoulders and tiny feet,
and an old rusty overcoat. Just as I approached him
he stopped to give pennies and a pat on the back to two
little urchins who were playing with a hoop. This was
the roaring Republican who had made England shiver
with his denunciations of throne, hearth and altar. I
had an impulse to stop and speak, and then a better
impulse not to stop and speak; after I had passed the
benevolent little thing I couldn't help turning round.
He was still there, still talking to the children. He was
probably late for lunch, in which event I feel sure that
Watts-Dunton sternly reproved him.

Yes, but that was nearly thirty years ago. George
Meredith also was alive then, and him also I had seen,
sitting on Edward Clodd's balcony at Aldeburgh, a rug
over his knees and a pile of yellow French novels on the
table at his side. There hadn't been a war then. It was
only two terms since I had first met Rupert Brooke,
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